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Wish You Were Here 


Author's Notes: 
| just keep writing about my OTP. 


It had been a rough day. 

Rough days were becoming routine. 

But today had been just a little different. And the reason wasn't something positive. 
Jaime had gone out today and done something he never wanted to do. 

Jaime had gone to the store and bought a body pillow. 

It was a huge, black, furry cylinder. Perfect to hold at night as a replacement. 


A temporary replacement. 


He just couldn't wait any longer. 


Tommy had been off on tour with Kiss for months now - and there were still two months left in the tour. 
Jaime was driving himself insane left alone. 


Of course, he called. They both did. They called and emailed and texted and always kept in touch, every day. 
Tommy would send him a text or a voice message every new place he got to, and Jaime would always gush 
about how great he was going to be on stage before the show. 


Just little things. 


Despite all the keeping-in-touch, just hearing his lover's voice was not enough. He begged to be held, or to hold. 


Just some contact - real contact. 


Jaime was curled up against said pillow now, dejected and lonely. Sleep wouldn't take pity on him, and he laid 


wide awake. This round piece of stuffing would never come close to Tommy. 

But it would do for the time being. 

He sighed, knowing that Tommy was probably playing just about now. He'd be asleep by the time the show was 
over, and they wouldn't get to talk tonight. But he decided last-minute to snag his phone off the bedside table 


and leave him a message anyway. 


He used flash to snap a picture of himself and the pillow, too tired to get up to turn the lights on. He settled 
for the temporary blindness. 


His thumb pressed send and he put his phone back on the side table, knowing not to expect a reply. He turned 
back over on his side and held onto the pillow tightly. 


It came as more than a surprise when his phone buzzed off, vibrating and shifting around on the table. 


Jaime blinked, restraining his excitement. It was probably just an ill-timed email anyway. He picked the shivering 


phone up and squinted at the bright screen, a sharp contrast to the darkness surrounding him. 


A new message from "Spaceman G" greeted him. He really needed to change that name. Tommy would laugh 
at him so much if he ever saw. 


He unlocked his phone and bit his lip softly as he read. 
‘And what's that supposed to be, babe? © 


Emojis were so. cringe-inducing. Jaime was taking a dislike to them. Maybe there was a reason men their age 


shouldn't have access to iPhones. 

He quickly typed a reply. 

‘That's me missing you: 

He paused. 

‘Babe’, he added, 

The read receipt notified him that his lover was indeed still there, but he took his time until he began typing. 


‘Sorry, Paul was talking to me. We started early tonight, that's why l'm here. But anyway, have | honestly been 


replaced with a pillow? Lol! 

Jaime rolled his eyes. They really should just call. 

‘For now, yeah. | miss you so much’ 

‘| miss you Too’ 

He paused for a moment before replying, playing it sly. 

‘What do you miss most, TT? 

Jaime could practically hear Tommy chuckle from across the globe. 


‘Everything. | miss your beautiful eyes looking up at me when | hold you. | miss my hands on you when | hug 


you, and your hands on me when you sneak up on me in the morning: 

There was a break in the message until Jaime realize Tommy was still typing in another bubble. 

‘Oops, didn't mean to hit send | miss the feeling of your breath on my neck when you fall asleep on me when 
we're watching movies. And | especially miss falling asleep with you in my arms. but you seem to have fixed 
that problem: 

Jaime laughed softly, tugging the pillow closer to him. 

‘If it helps, | named it after you: 


‘What? The pillow? 


‘Yep: 


Jaime found that a smile had been glued to his lips and he couldn't rid himself of it no matter how hard he 
tried. He didn't really want to, though. 


There were a few long moments before Tommy began typing again. 


‘Okay, babe. We're all heading into the bunks to sleep. You should too, alright? Sleep well and remember that 


lloveyou: 


Another one of their things that made Jaime blush. Never use spaces when texting ‘I love you', because there 


was no space for anyone else. 

‘| will. lloveyoutoo: 

Tommy sent one heart emoji before Jaime knew he turned his phone off. 

It was always like that. 

He'd wait about thirty seconds, then send a heart of his own so Tommy could see it when he woke up. 
Just as he knew, the message did not give him the friendly ‘delivered’ sign. 

Jaime smiled softly, turning his phone back off and placing it back on the side table. 

He looked at the pillow, now stuffed under his arm and against his chest. 

He could try to get used to this. 


For a little while. 


